

iT* r ^ §° oc * direction warlike foueraigne, Hefiewetb 
1 his round I on my tent this morning. bins a paper. 

/ ?ckcy of Norfolk e be not fi bold , 

Tor Dtckonthy m after is bought and [old. 

King, A thing deuiled by the cnemic. 

Go Gentlemen cucry mnnvnto his charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules: 
Confcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifd at firft to kcepe the drong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our confcience fwords,our lawe. 
March on, ioyne braueiy,let ys to it pci! mell, 

If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to hell. 

Hts Oration to his Armie. 

What /hall I fay more then I haueinferd* 

Remember whom you arc to cope withall, 

A forr of vagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey p.efants, 

W horn their orecloicd country vomits forth, 

T o defperate aduentures and atfur cl deflruftion, 

You deeping fafe,thcy bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing land sand bled with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftrainc the one,diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a palti ey fellow 2 
Long kept in Brittaine at out mothers cod, 

A milkefopt,once hat neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooesin fnow: 

Lets whip thefe draglers ore the fcas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouertveening rags of France, 
Thcfcfami/ht beggers wearie of their hues. 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploy t, 1 
For want of means poore rats had hangd themfclues, 

If wc be conquered,lct men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftatd Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten,bobd and thumpt* 

And in record left them the heircs of fhamc. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wiucs ! 

Raui/h our daughters, harkc 1 hcarc their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 


of Richard the third. 

Draw archers draw,your arrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard .and ride inbloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaucs, 

What faies lord Stanley ,will he bring his power? 

Mef Mylord,hedothdenictocome, 

Kwg* Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor, My lord, the encmie is pad the marfti. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance ourdandards,fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fare fainr George 
Infpirc rs with the fplecne of fieric Dragons, 

Vpon them, vi&orie fits on our hclmcs. Ssemu 

AUrum.exc nr from. Enter (fatesbte. 

Catef. Refccw my lordofNorfFolke^cfccWjrcfeew, 

The king ena&s more wonders then a man. 

Daring an oppofite toeucrie danger. 

His horfe is flaine,and all on footc he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat ot death, 

Refccw fairre lord,or elfe the day is loft* 

Enter Rjchard . 

Kin, A horfe,a horfe,my kingdom for a horfe# 

C atef ; Withdraw my lord,ile hclpe you to a horfe* 

King. Siauc I haue fet my life vpon a cad. 

And 1 will Hand the hazatd of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field* 

Fiue haue I (Line to day, in dead of him, 

A horfe >a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe* 

Alarum, Enter Rt chard and Richmond, they fight, Richards it 
jlaittythen retrait being founded. Enter Rtchmod , Darby, bean 
ring the crorwe.rvjtb other Lords 

God and your armes be praifcdvi&orious friends, 

I he day is ours, the bloodic dog is dead. 

D*r. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
~ 0e here this long vfurped roialties 
Horn the dead temple s of this bloudie wretch, 

™uc I pluckt off to grace thy broweswithail 
Wcare it, enioy ie,and make ©uchof ife c * 
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